The poetry not manage to go to Dublin, as I would have wished, to join ofleauty Masefield in paying tribute to Yeats on his seventieth birthday, but I went to a matinee when Nancy Price staged three of Yeats's plays, and was shocked to find the small theatre almost empty. A beautiful performance was given of one of his plays, The Player Queen, Joan Maude playing the Player Queen and Margot Ruddock the true Queen. Yeats would have preferred the parts reversed; but I thought Joan Maude's interpretation of the character exquisite; she had the beauty of diction and was herself the very poetry of beauty and wantonness. I had seen her as Katherine in The Rose without a Thorn, when she seemed to have the makings of a great actress. But she was divided between love for the stage and love for life. With her rich temperament, her intelligence and rare beauty, she had as much to give off the stage as on it; perhaps she was too generous with herself to make the complete sacrifice which an art demands.
I doubt whether great beauty is a fortunate asset for an actress. A delicate finish of feature is less effective on the stage than less perfect form; while the poetry of beauty may assume the place of the poetry of art. In the English theatre physical attractiveness is more in evidence than temperament; when we direct our opera glasses on to the stage and discover, in a player, the appearance of youth and beamy to be no illusion, we are by no means displeased. But a true actress can give the charm of youth when the part demands it, through her powers as a player. I lately saw Irene Vanbrugh play Rosalind in Barrie's comedy; she played the part of the middle-aged actress with rare charm and humour, and when she reappeared as her younger self, the self with whom the youngster had fallen so fiercely in love, it was with all the radiance of youth. For one who was celebrating her fiftieth year on the stage, this was no small triumph!
I saw, too, a remarkable performance of Mourning Becomes Electro, when Miss' Beatrix Lehmann, as Vinny, at first hard, bitter and unyielding, .became the radiant, Rossetti-
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